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Skidding Down the Drag
You are looking at our first four-color venture in the
cover of this Christmas Issue. When the staff first
brought up the idea, it was almost forgotten immediately . . . but when we decided that we wanted a holiday issue to be slightly different . . . we strolled forth
into this; and we are hoping
that it isn't too great an eyesore. However, due to such
trivial matters as money (our
budget), we have embarked
on as simple a note as possible. Also this cover is the
first offering from the Class
of 1957. Carol Tuttle is responsible for the black and
white cartoon and after
many sleepless hours, this is
the product—and a very commendable one.
This particular issue is just loaded with pictures of
attractive dollies such as Miss Betsy Phelps on our inside front cover, and the twelve calendar girls inside.
For anyone not connected with Campus or any such
publication which attempts a calendar, the work involved is extremely difficult to describe; various poses,
costumes, final selection of the girls, and headaches
are the result. And so, recognition is in order for the
hard work and migraines of Lyn Martin, Marty Watkins,
and Mary Moderwell. Just in case you might not
know all these calendar girls they are:
January
Bunny Burton
February
Jane Cook
March
Nancy Myers
April
Barbara Burger
May
Sue Fay Louie
June
Nancy Timms
July
Dru Swanson
August
Dede Duffy
September
Lane Flanders
October
Mary Kenrick
November
Audrey Palmer
December
Nancy McLain
Now to the content of this issue:
In the course of perusing the magazine, you may
have noticed a few more pictures. With these pictures

we have two feature articles which ought to be of interest—namely, an article concerning the basketball
team and the outlook for this season, written by Chuck
Curry; and a picture article about the radio station giving some of the avid listeners a glimpse of what actually goes on up on the third floor of Doane.
We have contributions from Beth Hodge, "Funny
Edna" Bogardus, Duck Shackelford, and Ted Shaw.
Duck Shackelford's interesting tips on how to approach
sorority rushing will undoubtedly be of great value
to every freshman woman; we suggest that all frosh
dollies study this closely. Ted Shaw has also produced an interesting illustrated concept of the old
Christmas poem, "Twas the Night Before Christmas,"
and although his mind is somewhat demented, it may
give somebody a chuckle.
Finally, two excellent examples of literary effort
can be found in stories by Nancy Aabye and Dru
Swanson. Nancy's story won first prize in a short
story contest which was held at Denison last year.
Dru's Nineveh Disclaimed will leave you with a wierd
sensation, and yet pleasantly provoked.
It would also be in order to give picture credits,
and they go to the intrepid work of John Pullets
and John Wright—the two greatest photographers in
school (the only two in school). The next issue will
be out around March 15, 1954, and this will be our
parody issue . . . so you may start anticipating it.
Now, we . . . with the advent of the holidays,
Christmas, New Year's, etc., the entire staff of Campus
takes this opportunity to extend the Season's Greetings to all of our readers.
Merry Christmas and Happy New Year!
Your editor, Brad MacKimm

SHAKESPEARE
on Life Savers:

"Such is the breath of Kings
from Richard II, ACT I, SCENE 3, LINE 213

Still only 5?
"Sir,
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Your Son Got Home for Vacation This Morning'

January—Bunnie Burton
This you might see on a blustery night,
If the snow's just right and no people in sight.
An outfit like that looks cold to me
"But," says Bunnie, "This way I'm so free!"

February—Jane Cook
Though leap-year is not in fifty-four
Janie's practicing all the more!
She'll be all set to catch her man
So watch it fellows, be there if you can!
March—Nancy Myers
You'll see more pretty girls on a windy March day
Nancy's no exception as we look her way,
But say—why the look of surprise
You're quite a lovely sight to our roving eyes.
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April—Barbara Burger
Spring vacation soon rolls around
With many Denisonians, Florida bound;
Here we see Barb as she is ready to leave
"See you there at the good old 'Sea Breeze'."

May—Sue Fay Louie
Spring returns to good old D.U.,
And with it, a tradition for many and few,
"Walks in the woods are great," says Sue,
"Who wants to come along, how about you?'
June—Nancy Timms
Too many times bridesmaid— never a bride
Don't worry, Nancy won't always be standing
beside,
Here she is reaching to catch that bouquet
Someday she'll be the bride who throws it away.

August—Dede Duffy
For anglers this spot is truly ideal
Here's Dede, attempting to catch her next meal
If the fish aren't biting—don't give it a thought
There are dozens of males just craving to be
caught.
September—Lane Flanders
Now it's September and back to school we go,
Looks like this gal stepped right from a fashion
show,
But no—she's getting ready for a Denison date
Watch out there Lane, don't be too late!
October—Mary Kenrick
October's the month for hayrides galore
The only complaint—"Why not have more?"
Here is Mary in the spirit of it all,
Says she, "Urn, hum, my favorite season is Fall!"
November—Audrey Palmer
On some long evenings we find there may be
Term papers, book reports, we didn't foresee,
Does Audrey look like she's learning a lot
Or is she the type who ought to be taught?

July—Dru Swanson
The fourth of July—Independence Day
With fireworks, speeches and come what may
Here we see Dru—true dynamite
If she ever explodes we'll really see the light.
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December—Nancy McLain
Old Jack Frost has gone away
But his daughter, Nancy, has come to stay
She'll paint pretty pictures and write on your
name
Merry Christmas to all and Merry Christmas again!
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By NANCY AABYE

It was always and unexplainably
empty— her bench in the Wisteria
arbor in Central Park. So Inga took
her time on Sunday afternoons.
She walked by way of the band
shell because she liked to pass it up
for what was better— the coiled purple and dust powdered green of the
viney place she climbed steep steps
to. For eleven years she had spent
her Sunday afternoons in the arbor.
Not because she was fifty-four,
alone or tired.
Nor would she close her eyes,
letting leaves and sky blur through
her lids to pretend she was outside
the city. The arbor was taken for
what it was— possession of the par-
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venu, New York, who sometimes
sported on a skyscraper-projecting
hand, works of art imagined by an
artisan years ago in a foreign land.
The Cathedral of St. John the Divine was one such anomaly, the
arbor was another, Inga thought.
The women at the office, the
boarders at the Y wouldn't have
understood the adventure that the
arbor was for her. Kate Griffity,
the girl at the desk, asked Inga once
where she went every Sunday. She
probably thinks I've got in the rut
a lot of people in New York get
into—sitting on benches in parks,
smelling at the sunshine glaring on
their tented Times, feeling sorry for

rhe amblers who notice their loneliness, wondering why they sit
there but not aroused by their
wonderment.
In anticipating adventure in the
arbor, Inga was never disappointed.
The adventure had to do with other
people who came, sat in other
corners hidden from her by the
vines. The vines hid more than
faces, they hid voices to the extent
that only snatches came to her.
Enough to grasp, and then, think
about, reach decisions on. The
arbor supplied her intellectual
curiosity. She evesdropped and
felt no shame in it. The interest in
the voices and their faces was im-

personal. What was said, however, was what counted. And
what was said could be thought
about by Inga, sitting erect and
judicious within the dark sanctuary
of the Wisteria arbor. Here she silently delivered her decrees.
In the instances when two lovers
quarreled, Inga listened revently,
having no basis in her own experiences for judgment relevant. She
was a pupil, her ear open to an
oracle of knowledge new to her.
If two men considered news of
the day, politics and the hill in
Korea, the arbor became a well into
which she threw a wish for some
solution while not knowing enough
about the problem to be sure her
wish was for the best. Sometimes
the arbor was a confessional and
Inga listened stoically to a delinquent boasting to a pal.
Whatever else it was for her, the
arbor was significant most of all as
the touchstone by which she compared other lives to her own. In
every case there was the choice—
to take what was said as it was
said or to turn and sift it through
the Wisteria leaves until it was
something else. Inga would get
up from her bench when music
came drifting out of the band shell
toward her at 7:00 p.m. She would
smooth her skirt with one hand
while her eyes, fixed, memorized
the new truth that had swum into
their ken that afternoon.
On the afternoon of June 27th
when Inga smoothed her skirt and
rose, there was a troubled look in
her eyes. What she'd heard was
not yet settled to her serenity. A
young man had talked to an older
man, and Inga had wanted to answer the problem as she always
did, silently, but she hadn't known
what to say. She felt there was
an answer to his words close to
her life in New York—at the office
of Dunlap-AAcClaren, in that YWCA
home of hers, but if she couldn't
say what the answer was, maybe it
didn't exist.
She walked in Central Park until almost 8:00 p.m., trying to find
an answer outside the arbor. The
young man had said:
"They take somebody like me,
see. Never been past high school
or the Bronx. O.K. So they put
Khaki on us, tight. And we work
like hell in bootcamp and we fight.
O.K. I'm used to that. And I can
see the sense in a fight even if it's
just to fight, period. I don't mind
their red-white-and-blue reasons,
either. That's set. So what happens, anyway?"
The older man had coughed
then—obviously to put off what

Inga was also expecting-, the old
scars ripped open, the sausage
intestines bayoneted to view. Or
possibly the older man was tired
of his shoulder cried upon, the line
leading to the maudlin conclusion
"What say we go drink to it?"
But this vet was different. His
quarrel was with something else.
And why should it be so important
to him? And why should it matter
to her?
The young vet made a sound as
if he was scratching a shoulder
blade, then continued:
"So I'm in Germany. Next thing
you know—Italy. Why? You tell
me. But the hell of it was I got to
spend a two day pass at some
croak's Villa on the bay of Naplessome fascist."
There was a pause. The young
man repeated solidly as if teaching the alphabet to a child: "A
two day pass I spent at this Villa,
get it? They can't do too much
for Ben Creushevski, can they? The
hell of it is, they did too much
that time. They can pick us up
like we was horseshoes and chuck
us chin first into the sand. They
can jack us up to get a kick out of
slitting some guy here to here
but . . . they can leave it there!"
He stopped as if his explanation
was shining clear, Then he agonized:
"Well, you get it, don't ya? It
wasn't the soft rugs so much, I
don't guess. Well, maybe it was.
Part of it was the music they played
outside the first night. Some opera,
like the stuff goes on here nights.
It was too . . . sweet, that's all."
Inga imagined tears in her eyes
even though it was difficult to understand what the young man
meant. He continued:
"You gotta have education to get
that kind of music but it still sounded good, see. And the food was
free. Wine and crow like that, I'd
pay for here and put on swank
about. I'd live it up so people'd
know who paid the bill for feed like
that. But it was free, see. You
want to chew it quiet and swallow
soft. But you don't know how.
You don't even know what to eat
first or what it's called.
"Sure, sure, so I could work my
hands off here and pile it up but
I wouldn't know what I piled up.
You oughta understand what you
get. And there was more. God,
the roses! T hey brought 'em in the
room (little Italian boys did). Stan
and I smelled 'em by the beds."
His voice hushed. "We pretend
we were princes or something. And
the Wops acted like we were—not

because we threw any money
around—they must've thought we J
were used to such things. (Stan
didn't finish high school, even.) In
the room they had bowls of olive
oil for our hands! The roses
climbed all over the Villa but they
had to bring 'em in anyway. Standing there, we felt foolish in front
of each other liking the smell of
'em so much.
"God, if we didn't walk around
on that tile like we had on glass
shoes! I'd give my left arm tor a
hug of those roses! What's the matter with me? Why did they let us
in on that setup? O.K. bo they
thought we'd take it and leave it,
but you don't forget. And there'll
never be any more of it. The best
—and worst—was the voices—the
quiet, slow Italian. It took out all
the kinks. It was like a ... It was
beautiful, see. In the Bronx,
tongues are wound up too tight
. . . I never let on to anyone before
how much I missed that Villa—not
just the softness—but the sweetness
like the voices, the soft Italian, and
those clean roses. A two day
pass! They couldn't do too much
for me, could they?"
That was all she heard. What
was the answer? A man had
awakened to beauty, had worshipped for two days before he was
excommunicated from his idol.
Where could we find it in New
York? He had no right to make
Inga wonder if there was some
time, place, weather, she could
never know. There were vague,
esthetic cravings in Inga as she
arose, smoothing her skirt.
Face them—like you face the
feeble-minded Estelle when she
drags you into her room to smother you with ambitions of someday
being a star on television. There's
no hope for such cravings. Face
them like you do the food line at
the Y, old women behind the counter serving up muffins, standing in
your place until Dunlap-AAcClaren
retires you.
An hour and a half later, Inga
was hungry. Not the Y tonight,
she thought. She approached a
spaghetti house. She was still
troubled by the thought of men and
women who are portioned one taste
of beauty to last their lifetimes.
"ROSSI'S" gurgled out in lambent
tubes and Inga ducked beneath the
sign swinging low over the door.
She almost tripped over the boy
blocking the entrance. He looked
up, smiling at the joke he played in
disturbing her.
"I don't want a paper," Inga said
(Continued on Page 14)
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GONE TODAY AND GONE TOMORROW
By MARJ SHERMAN
My romance with Paul was the strangest one I ever
had. I saw him in the halls several times before I
decided to fall for him, but once the decision was
made, I never had cause to regret it. I made up my
mind definitely about Paul the day Gail and I walked
home from school together and she said, "Oh, Pills?
Sure, all the girls have liked him at one time or another, but he never pays any attention to anybody and
after awhile they work on somebody that's not so
hopeless." I began to feel sorry for him—he was
obviously lonely. What he needed was a girl friend,
that's what—a girl friend very definitely on the order
of me. One this decision in Paul's and my relationship was reached, things went much more smoothly,
because now I could see him in the hall with a sort
of purpose, so to speak.
I began systematically falling in love with him.
First I loved his hair that was more curly than it would
have been if he'd combed it, then his slouchy walk
with his hands in his pockets, then his smile that
seemed to crawl out of him and stretch out on his
face like a too-scantily-clad sunbather sneaks out onto
the roof of a sundeck. But I saved his eyes for Latin
class, and it was a good thing I did, for without those
eyes, declension would have been unbearable.
We had Latin class together the first thing after
lunch and luckily, because of our names, sat next to
each.other. The Latin teacher, Mr. Payne, was a
thwarted Spanish teacher, and was therefore even less
interested in Latin than we were, it that's conceivable.
He had a scant collection of jokes that he told in any
class of his you might happen to be flunking, and Paul
had already been in his Spanish class and heard them
all. So when Mr. Payne would ask, "What relation is the
top step to the threshold?" Paul would mumble in
such disgust that I couldn't help but laugh, "Step
farther," and then hold his ear from sheer torture.
By the time Mr. Payne was saying, "Get it? Step
farther, step fa—ther," Paul and I were howling in
the back of the room. Needless to say ,our grades in
Latin left nothing to be desired. It was in these little ways that we worked together and shared things,
including the answers to the tests.
But Paul and his more serious side. I remember
how I used to touch his sleeve with my arm when we
wrote. This feat seems all the more incredible when
I consider that he was left-handed and I was righthanded and sat on his right., but I guess in the course
of all love there are the ups and downs, or I should
say the lefts and rights. On one day in particular, we
were having sleeve trouble because he kept leaning
out into the aisle to see the board. Up until this time
we'd been very casual, but all of a sudden he said,
"What's the fourth one?", and it was then that those
eyes of his looked right at me. The blue in them was
like the Blue Hole at Castalia, Ohio, sort of. I stared at
them and all I could think of was how some people
throw popcorn boxes in a natural phenomenon like
the Blue Hole, and what those eyes would look like
with popcorn boxes in them. It took what seemed
like ages for me to even think the fourth what, much
less the answer. And from that time on I was his
girl. When he'd pass me in the hall and say, "Hi
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Marj," there was something tender in it now. We
went together for a long time, seeing each other at
dances, KNOWING we wanted to dance with each
other, passing each other on the cinder track at football games, not for any of the usual reasons, but only
because Paul was shy; and besides, we had our understanding, I just know we did, I could tell.
Finally, all this was shattered, as are so many modern romances, by another woman. One day during
the noon movie at school, Gail, with no provocation
whatsoever, just slipped down the aisle and asked
him, "Do you like Marj?"
"Marj who?"
"Marj Sherman."
"Oh, yea . . . I guess . . . She seems like a nice kid."
I cried in the girls' room until I was almost late for
Latin class. How could she have the unmitigated gall
to just go up to somebody else's boy friend and ask
him a question like that? When I finally did get to
class that day, it was horrible. Things were more than
tense, and I could sense a coolness on his part. After
that, he was polite, but something beautiful had been
destroyed. After that when we passed in the hall
he'd just say, "Hi Marj."
And so our love affair didn't come to a violent ending, just a quiet drifting apart from Latin 3 to Latin 4.
In all the time we went together, we never had a
quarrel, or any other emotionally disturbing thing,
like even a date. We parted as we began, "just
friends"—and neither one of us gives any indication
of what once was.

"Mogen David Hits the Spot . . '

Your "Orangatan Hour" at 7:05 A.M. Any Week Morning. Note
Lugar's Toast. Tom Wiebell Is To The Left of Shackelford and MacKimm.

Tom Bringard, Boy Engineer, Signals to the Mike that is "On the Air.

SIX WEEKS OLD

By LYN MARTIN

Denison's newest arrival—WDUB—is celebrating its
six-weeks birthday this week, and CAMPUS and the
staff members wish to add their heartiest good wishes
to the host of good reports circulating around the quad.
WDUB is no ordinary baby, it demands not only the
attention and time of two people but utilizes the talents of at least fifty Denisonians in order that it may
have successful and well-balanced growth. A sample
of its varietous diet might include The Oragantan Hour,
Consider This, Views of the News, Sports News, Something Old-Something New, and BBC Playhouse.
The Orangatan is, of course, the Denison version of
reveille. How Brad MacKimm, Duck Shackelford, Cliff
Lytle, and Jim Travis can even approach humor at
seven o'clock in the morning is more of a mystery
than the Wingless Angels, but one version has it that
these fellows just don't go to bed at night, spending
the wee hours swapping jokes and generating atmosphere. (See them sacked out in classes lends
evendence to this theory).
Something Old-Something New is a good example

of a script Disc Jockey show, Jayne Simmons taking
particular care to run a newsy, appealing line of chatter along with her records.
Views of the News with Bob Seager analyzing and
commenting on the week's political events is condensed and caustic. This program is expressly recommended for those students who haven't seen a newspaper since Registration Day of their Freshman year,
much less pass beyond the funny sections.
Consider This is a 15 or 30 minute program that is
something of an anomaly. Keith Uphdal, Tom
Cleary, G. J. Barbier, Janet Cameron, Cathleen Osborne, and Rube Hedlund do a lot of work on it, and
this combination of imaginations has come up with
such programs as the Evolution of Spirituals; Isaih,
the Astounded Man; The Hands; and this week, fifteen
minutes of Christmas music. Although a listener seldom knows what to expect, the program has been successful at provoking discussion and comment.
BBC Playhouse, courtesy of the British Broadcasting

Mary Lou Conroy Selecting A Slim Gailord Album for a Classical
Show. Complete Files Are Kept On All Records.

Ardie Lou Seegar and Judy Wilks Discussing New Hiding Places for
Mary Lou Conroy's Records.

(Continued on Page 23)
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' Twos the Night
THE A/I6H7 BEFORE! XMAS, WHEN AtL THROUGH
THE HOUSE Afor ff CREQTURE
<JUST SfiNTff THE LOUSE /

Before

HE MS BEHT RND TWISTED-R RIGHT DEMENTED OLD ELFj
ftND I SCRERMED MENISWMMIN SPlTEOFMKZLF..?

Christmas
By TED SHAW
THE CHILDREN W£REHUflC> BV7HE CHIMHEy Wl7HCQR£3
OF TH£ FffCT THRT SRNTQ WAS THERE}*

...-B BUNDLE OF TOYS HE MD FLUNG ON HIS BRCK,
HE LOOKED LIKE ft 6HQUL JUSTflBOUTTo RTfacK

. HE SPOKE NOT ff WORt>,

STRM6HT TO HIS WORK,
v»
D1SMEMBERM6 THE: CHILDREN'. ffS HE PULLED WITH

I HFfiRD HIM EXCLfl/M, PRE" HE DROVE OUT OF SIGHT;
*HAPPV CHRISTMAS TO flLL,, /JND TO ALL A GOOD rtlGHTf *

ON HUMAN PAGEANTS , . . . .

NINEVEH DISCLAIMED . . . .

By EDNA BOGARDUS
The social scientists are dedicating their efforts for
one necessary result: that their studies, approaches, and
experiments be accepted as legitimate. It seems that
the acceptance of these hard-working "new scientists"
by those in control of the Sophisticated Intellectual
Circle of the world cannot just take place because the
social studies students use the scientific method (defined for their purpose). Perhaps the SIC of the
world will appreciate the scholarly aid that the 20th
century human scientists are giving in helping us
peasants understand ourselves and Luke Stevens who
lives down the pike.
In this terribly progressive age in which we all
seem to mingle, everyone's motto is, "Let's boil it
down," or "digest." The social scientists are boiling
and digesting humans and as a result there is a theory
on human behavior which has never been thus defined.
After boiling and digesting this theory, we have it in
short: environment is important. Or we have it in long
without boiling or digesting: environment is important
when observing human behavior.
One profound
thinker has expressed it: "observing the human pageant
is not enough, Walter."
Let us now work the scientific method to death by
saying environment and atmosphere are the same.
Now everyone can see that environment is necessary—
we need atmosphere and, since intellectuals have been
referred to, let us think about intellectual atmosphere.
Intellectuals either create atmosphere or atmosphere
creates intellectuals. There are two places where one
can seek out the atmosphere or intellectual: in deep,
dark places (more or less underground-like subway
stations or excavations) or in misty, murky clouds
caused by too much something or other. Here, or in the
other place, one is not likely to to meet a pseudointellectual (those who spend all night repeating what
they learned during the day), but one will have the
real pleasure of listening to a real thinker describe
how he met himself coming around a tree. This was
perhaps caused by ten hours of intense study, or more
likely by the fashionable crack-up tendency.
While observing the human pageant in murky
cloud-type area, the peripatetic reviewer saw Tobe,
(Cont'd from Page 9)
without glancing at the bundle he
held in his arms.
"Not papers, lady. Roses. See?"
The neon sign shed enough light
for Inga to see that the roses were
merely pleated crepe paper.
Probably made them himself,
thought Inga. Dirty little kid!
The neon sign shed enough light,
however, to tell Inga that she lied.
The boy's face was luminously
clean. So were his hands. His
dark deep-opened eyes were clean
also. It was the soft voice, however, that made her stoop and, adding importance to her question, ask:
"Do you sell many of them, Pietro?"
Her use of the familiar threw the
boy off guard.
"No," he admitted, "but they're
better than real ones. They • last
for a long, long time."
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girl nuclear physicist, scale the outside of an apartment
house wall. She reached higher in the heights than
she ever had before for the murky cloud or the third
floor window ledge, but Tobe distressingly lost her
grip on the wall, plunged through meaningful space,
and landed on her back on a smooth patch of asphalt
pavement. One or two of her acquaintances wandered over later to inquire after her health and heard
Tobe reply from the pavement that she certainly had an
uncomparable feeling of failure. She had heard
plenty about second story men, but she wanted the
third floor. Tobe added quickly that if anyone insisted upon taking her to the hospital, she would like
to have her Maybelline mascara.
Now you have an example of a real intellectual in
his or her natural environment. It will be intensely
fascinating for you now to see how an intellectual can
create his own atmosphere. Smoke is suspicious and
especially suspicious when it floats gracefully from a
shower cabinet. This made a bypasser curious and,
upon casual investigation, this student of the Reformation heard gleeful giggling coming out of the cabinet
with the smoke. He casually peeked behind the curtain and found a flaming plywood model of a Gothic
cathedral being watched with sardonic amusement by
a young builder who had received a grade of B instead
of an A on the results of the difficult travail. The
unduly inquisitive Reformation student haltingly asked
whether this sort of thing such as burning Gothic
cathedrals was a safe and usual practice. The answer
was simple and straightforward: "Don't you ever
cause conflagrations in the shower?"
This seems to be a rather selfish attitude on the part
of the young builder for obvious reasons. The disappointed architect was attempting to create an atmosphere in order to attract the attention of those
who were only interested in the Reformation and not
the deformation of Gothic cathedrals.
Realize now how close the social scientist is to being accepted by the Sophisticated Intellectual Circle of
the world for his astute observations of the human
being. Realize also that environment is important,
but let us contradict the profound thinker by saying,
"observing the human pageant is enough, Walter."

Sonny: "Pop, what's an optimist"
Father: "An optimist is a man
who thinks his wife has quit smoking cigarettes when he finds cigar
butts in the house."
*
*
*
Mother: "What did your father say when you smashed his new
car?"
Son: "Shall I leave out the
swear words?"
Mother: "Yes, of course."
Son: "Not a word."
*
*
*
Then there is the one-fingered
pick-pocket who could only steal
Life Savers.
*
*
*
The Gal: "Would you think it
was telepathy if we were both
thinking the same thing?"
The Guy: "No, just plain luck."

Two old friends were playing
golf. They came upon two women
playing ahead of them and decided to play through them. One
of the men walked up to the women, stopped suddenly and walked
back to his friend.
"I think you'd beter ask them if
we can play through. I just saw
that one is my wife and the other
is my mistress."
The other man approached the
women but he too stopped and
came back.
"Small world, isn't it," he said.
*
*
*
A Golddigger is a girl who breaks
dates by going out with them.
*
*
*
A sensible girl is more sensible
than she looks because a sensible
girl has more sense than to look
sensible.

(

By DRU SWANSON
I woke up smiling into the blue heart of a greenlaced valentine. Shivering filigree, like a fragile sea
wave, drifted shyly around the edge, not swaying then
darting to the middle as it would do later in the day. It
was a convenient sort of valentine. The kind that
would slip into almost any rectangular envelope, and
I was very glad that it wasn't one of those heartshaped cards that are always bent after you finally
pull them from the too-small envelope where some
thoughtlessly thoughtful person has forced them. I
had wakened too early, for it was still a little damp
and the sun wasn't warm enough to straighten out
my arms and legs which were cramped into a tightly
organized huddle. The earth hollowed around me,
smelled of angleworms, and on one rock sparkled the
path of a night-anxious snail. The sleepiness, which
had retreated to my elbows, seeped up again; but
not before a long green face peered down over the
edge and then slid with its bodyless tail back through
the grasses. Naturally, I couldn't see over the edge,
but the weeds whispered irritated remarks as the
face disturbed drooping dreariness, and I could
imagine how the face was oozing as the weeds stopped
and there was a tiny swallowing noise. Startled, a
silver fish darted with time through a labyrinth of reeds
and rocks, its blank eyes bulging with apprehension of the arrival of tomorrow. But tomorrow would
be another hour, for the green head S'ed through the
water, arching its neck, and washed up onto a rock
where it draped itself in watchful sleepiness. Slimy
rough creatures silenced by the appearance of the
head, broke back into the last line of the chorus where
they had been interrupted. One water spider ventured
a skip and was still.
When I woke the second time, there was a stria of
white mist across the center of the valentine, and it
was dry and comfortable. Coming into view over the
left corner was a white marshmallow. The powdered
sugar was loose and every once in a while a little of
it melted and dripped off. Disarranged as it was,
there was no licorice filling, and thus it didn't look
forboding. It floated slowly over the blue cocoa and
disappeared over the right edge. I hoped it wasn't
yesterday again when the rains had come and my
sneeze had sounded like the wave battered cry of a
Jonah.
Nineveh was a futile effort. I almost went back
once until I found that all that is worth expressing is
in an eroded bar of soap. Captured by its rills and
ditches, embodied for a moment in its waxy placidness, I had felt the claws of a thousand tongues and
eyes. My own voice, "Who's next?" rasped and
grated, stinging my toes. "Who's next?" "Who's
next?" filed at the tips of my teeth. Questionless
answers, answerless questions. And so the "belly of
a whale," with two eyes, two ears, a nose, ten fingers,
ten toes, and my disowned stepchild.
The sneeze wasn't really unfair because soon afterwards, a tiny sound near my right shoulder startled
me. An ant in the effort of covering his cough, had
slipped off a pebble and lay on his back examining
his feet. He kicked them vigorously, and there seemed
to be no broken bones which must have been a relief
because it was a bad tumble. Finally he rolled over
and took a few cautious steps. A little dizzy but
unhurt by the fall, he walked away and disappeared

behind a few grains of earth. Today he doesn't seem
to be around. Perhaps he did catch a cold.
Would it be cheating to laugh, or shall I let it swamp
up inside me. My head is going to burst in a minute
and my fingers are feeling like bananas. That crow
sounds like a jeering school boy who can't see the sense
in bunting when the bases are loaded. He flew
three circles before deciding that I wasn't a caterpiller. Like a boy critic, he lies on a branch of the
dead elm with his legs propped up against the trunk
and surveys all with a sardonic eye. Funny what
crows do when they don't think they're being watched.
No wind seems to ruffle that jet unbeliever. It does
tangle the fringe which drips over the edge. One
clump on a clod is falling over. The lace is moving
too. Swaying in and out, it intertwines near the center and almost covers the heart. From time to time a
crocheted knot loosens and flutters down. Yesterday one swooped in here like a crippled parrot, and
couldn't fly out again. I had it in my hand and
smoothed its raveled ends, but it couldn't live away
from the pattern. It must have loved very sincerely,
for by this morning it had crumpled away into nothing. The pattern wasn't strong enough to hold me
either. But it's different because I don't seem to be
dissolving very quickly. I did dissolve a bit yesterday,
but there is still my hair which is worrysome. I have
left nothing but a mound of red apples, and a pocket
edition of Webster's dictionary. Maybe that isn't
enough to deserve to dissolve. I should have tasted
one of the apples, but it isn't fair to think about that
now. By 14 I will be absorbed and the snow will
come. Drifts of purple and white will pile up against
my legs and shake over between my toes and under
my eyelids. Snow will fall on Nineveh too, and soon
their hysterical chatter will be frozen under a silent
mound.
The lace is motionless now in stark outline against
the greying center. The blue heart faded when the
crow came, and a sheet of lead replaced it. One knot
falls slowly from the pattern, and is white and cold
when it reaches my foot.
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VABSITY

TOM DAVIS

BOB JONES
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BASKETBALL

By CHUCK CURRY

An air of hustle was present in the field house on
Nov. 7 as Denison's new basketball coach, Rix Yard,
sent his cage prospects through their first workout.
And that will be the keynote for the coming season
as Coach Yard attempts to pick a winning combination
from 35 or more candidates.
Pressed for comment after the first week of practice, Rix said that he was very pleased with the performance of both the returning lettermen and the freshmen prospects. Earp Mitchell, Phil Semler, and Bill
Hoot are the most promising of the freshmen crop.
Heading the list of returning lettermen are cocaptains Don DeJong and Bob Jones. Others who will
form the nucleus for this year's team are Tom Davis,
Ted Bosler, Jim Cope, and Ben Brown. Brown is presently attending Pittsburgh and will return to Denison
the second semester.
DeJong, who stands 6 foot 5, plays equally well
at center or forward. He has led the Big Red in scoring for two consecutive seasons, garnering 305 points
last year. This two-year total of 619 points puts him
just 181 points shy of Jim Emanuelson's three-year
total of 800 points, a Denison record. Don scored 31
points against Heidelberg last year, a season high,
and averaged 13 rebounds per game. In his sophomore year he pulled down 36 rebounds in a game at
Otterbein, which stood as an NCAA single-game record
for one year.
Bob Jones stands 6 foot 3, but has an arm-spread
that is exceeded by no one on the squad. This makes
him especially tough on rebounds. Bob is a smooth
ball handler in the pivot and hit on 39 per cent of his

shots as he scored 150 points last season.
Jim Cope, along with DeJong and Jones, is the third
senior on the squad. Possessor of a soft, accurate hook
shot, Jim leads those returning from last year's team
in a field goal percentage with a mark of 42 per cent.
Ineligible during the first semester last season, Cope
returned with his 6 foot 6 frame to score 117 points in
the remaining games.
Tom Davis, the bespectacled sophomore guard, led
the team in assists last sea.son, and added 193 points to
the Big Red attack. Standing only 5 foot 8, Tom is
known for his driving layups and expert ball handling.
Davis broke into the starting five with a 24-point
splurge against West Liberty, and couldn't be displaced
after that.
Ted Bosler personally acounted for two Denison
victories last season with his last-second, one-hand
push shots from the charity line and outcourt. A
sophomore, Bosler is 6 foot 2 inches tall. Using his
deadly one-hand shot to advantage, Ted led last year's
varsity with a free throw percentage of 72.2 per cent.
Ben Brown completes the outstanding trio of sophomores. 5 ft. 10 guard, Ben's amazing jump shot helped
rank him third in team scoring with 231 points, an 11
point-per-game average. His 13 field goals in 21
attempts at Hiram was a season high.
This is the squad that will try to bring Denison its
first winning season in nine years. Last year's aggregation could win only 9 of the 21 games, while becoming the highest scoring team in Big Red history.
This year's team will try to better that average of 78.7
points-per-game.

TED BOSLER

JIM COPE

DON DeJONG

BEN BROWN
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RUSHING PRIMER
By DUCK SHACKELFORD
Dear Editor:
I am miserable. I am also a Stone Hall freshman.
I have everything a girl could ask for; dates, friends,
good grades, and well, you know, well off. And besides, my dad buys me anything I want, he has heaps
of money, not that we're rich, but he buys me things.
You may know him, he's Kurt Sourschlag, the Toledo
pickle king. I guess I should introduce myself, I'm
Sally Sourschlag (P.S. see signature).
Anyhow, it's this sorority thing, here it is Christmas and I'm not in one and what am I going to tell my
girl friends at home. I mean, it's not that I'm the
only freshman in this boat, you know all of us are.
It's because of this darn delayed rushing which I see
is necessary and all. Besides, I like Dr. Knapp, he's
smart and he's sort of handsome for an old man.
You see, I came to college to prepare for a career.
But, gosh, I certainly expected to be in a sorority, as
it is, I don't have a big sister, a beer mug (I don't
drink—but I wanted it for my room), and when I go
on picnics, I feel like an icky because I can't wear a
sorority sweatshirt, and my West Toledo Tigercats
sweatshirt looks childish as heck, especially since I've
been dating a Beta sophomore and an SAE junior, they
must think I'm a child.
You know all the big wheels, see what you can do
to help us, (I talked to Dick Lugar about it. He was
nice and all, but I couldn't understand his explanation, he sure knows a lot of big words though) we feel
this way about it. At least, most of the kids do.

we will endeavor to guide you and your friends to a
better understanding of the whole female social structure.
The Difference Between Sororities and Fraternities.
You seem to be more familiar with fraternities; we
will point out the main differences.

Although many girls become overly shy at their first few rush
parties, the motherly instinct and easy friendliness of the actives
will help you be yourself.

The NOVELTY PARTY is the funniest thing you have ever seen in your
life. You will go to at least two novelty parties, and each must be
the funniest party of your life; tell the president upon leaving that
you never had such a good time. This will show that you aren't
hard to please. The skit above shows funny Eleanor Glob, the
sorority comic, killing the actives who have only seen it every Monday since October.

Sincerely,
Sally Sourschlag—Stone
(P.S. Please withhold name)
(Thank you)
Editor Note: We were unaware of this problem,
thanks for bringing it to our attention. Who is this
Dr. Knapp? The whole thing has been turned over to
our Fish, Game, Wildlife and Sorority editor, Duck
Shackelford.
Dear Sally,
We can't do much about your plight.
However,
after much study, we have found out that sorority
rushing is about to begin. Since you seem confused,
short hair
2.4 average
only one pin

There are many popular misconceptions about what type girl sororities are
after. The average freshman has the idea
that the various women's lodges are seeking girls like Raven de Lot, the most dated
girl in central Ohio.
In reality one finds that girls like
Raven have given enough of the active
sisters a hard time so that she can't pass
a vote. The sweet young runny-nosed
girls will find their way into sisterhoods
that exclude Raven.

long hair
3.1 average
pringle sweater
maximum of
three pins „
fig leaf

oak leaf

**
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big ugly feet
FRATERNITY MEMBER

Active: "Do you like codfish
balls?"
Rushee: "I don't know.
I've
never been to one."

*
*
*
Dean to Freshman: "What's your
name?"
Freshman: "I'm Gladys Zell."
Dean: "I'm happy too, but what's
your name?"
*
*
*
As the saying goes, whether
you're rich or poor, it's always nice
to have money. Whether you're
handsome or ugly, it's always nice
to have a face. Whether you're
male or female, it's always nice.

hair
-

The high point in the rushing season is the emotionally charged
FINAL PARTY. The rushee, on the verge of the most important decision of her life, will choose the sorority that makes her cry the
most. The symbols represent all that is noble and fine in the
sisterly love of girl for girl.

SORORITY MEMBER

Pledge class before and after the visit from the Dayton alumni chapter.

Beginner at fishing: "Oh, I've
got a bite. Now what do I do?"
Fisherman: "Reel in the line."
Beginner: "I've done that, the
fish is tight against the end of the
pole. Now what do I do?"
Fisherman: "Climb out on the
rod and stab it."
*
*
*
A late profesor may be considered a man of distinction. In fact,
he is usually in a class by himself.

*
*
*
A preacher has recently announced that there are 762 sins.
He is being beset with requests for
the list, mostly from students who
think they are missing something.

If an apple a day
Keeps the do'ctor away
They'll soon be condemned
By the A.M.A.
*
*
*
From way down in my cranium
I, this prediction make:
That if you eat uranium
You'll get atomic ache.
*
*
*
She's a pretty little wench
Sitting there upon the bench
Looking very coy and shy
At every passing college guy.
Ah, such eyes.
Concentric thighs.
It's too badShe's bald.

DENISON'S

MENACES
By BETH HODGE

The kind that always
gets the football players — "Oooh — you
great big hunk of
muscle, you!"

The big brother to a St.
Bernard, loves to top off
an evening of studying
with a quick game of
chess.

The Kiljoy who always smiles after a
Soc test; shakes hands with everybody
in school every day.

The unselfish kind; would much rather
hear all of "your dirt" than tell own; very
much like Paramount News—"Eyes and
Ears of the Dorm."

*oe: "Did your date blush when
her shoulder strap broke?"
Mo:

"I didn't notice."

Associate Editor: Let's not have
any more jokes about sex, drinking,
or profanity.
Editor: Okay, I'm tired of putting out this magazine, too.

Lucky Pierre: "What's the name
of the book you're reading?"

"Heard you were moving a piano, so I came over to help.

Frosh: "What 20 Million Women Want."

"Thanks, but I've already got it
upstairs."

Lucky Pierre: "Let's see if they
spelled my name right."

"Alone?"
"Nope, hitched the cat to it and
drug it up."
"You mean your cat hauled that
piano up two flights of stairs? How
could a cat pull a heavy piano?"
"Used a whip."

The man Charles Atlas
and his bank account
dream about, overheard
saying "Yeth?"

The thing that greets you
in the mirror every morning; "Gad, what a joy to
be alive (or married)."

'DAMN DOG DIED"
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"A DEAN'S BEST FRIEND"
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Weak Links In Our Daisy Chain

Christmas Is For Everyone
Kappas Sigs, and Phi Delts so that
the telephone at Stone Hall is constantly busy, (if you don't believe
it, try 8143).
Westerville, the home of Carrie
Nations and the WCTU, is also the
vacation address for Marty. Here
she has two very wonderful parents, a Pekinese dog named "Barry,"
and a host of old high school
flames. At Denison Marty majors
in English and mescicwgthbaats.
(Making Everybody She Comes In
Contact With Glad To Be Alive And
Able To Whistle.)

LYN MARTIN
One could make several assumptions after a summary perusal of
the above picture of Lyn Martin,
Campus' girl fashion editor. Notice the Italian cut, gown by Dali,
stockings by Chevette, exquisitely
styled footery by Porath & Magneheim, accessories by Schiaparelli,
and to somplete the scene that "certain" look traceable back to old
Delilah of Bibical fame.) At the
risk of hyperimagination, let us
stroll down a few lanes of possibility. A) She has a rendezvous with
the janitor, who is changing his shirt
inside the cabinet. B) She is demonstrating to a group of envious
friends exactly what four years al
Mrs. Holstein-on-Barfs fashion academy did for her. C) In a classical
vein, she is practicing for her
triumphant role as Calypso in the
theatre department's production of
"In Ogygian Woods."
D) She's a
junior DG from London, Ohio, who
got dragged out into the hall by the
male faction of the editorial board,
and was coerced into assuming the
above position.

MARTY WATKINS
Martha (Just call me Marty) Welkins is a nice girl. Of course she
has two very disturbing personal
habits, one; writing raunchy rhymes
for the CAMPUS calendar girls, and
two; sneaking in and out of Stone
Hall windows. Now such behavior
wouldn't be so offensive from a
Sawyer or Beaver coed, but Marty
is a J.A. (Junior Angel) and should
know better!!
Come to think of it, Marty's full
of idiosyncrasies. She prefers the
stacks to the reserve room for study
(actually studying), she likes a
sleeping room with every window
and door wide open and the wind
howling through, she does excellent imitations of her friends' favorite pose or expression, and never goes out with the same boys two
nights in a row.

Take your choice. We don't give
away such secrets promiscously,
you know. But you probably have
a pretty good idea anyway.

Yet for all this, everybody knows
and likes Marty Watkins. Not only
does she rate with the CAMPUS
magazine which has made her its
feature editor, but she impressed
the Kappas so favorably they made
her the model pledge, the second
floor of Stone so much they voted
her "Junior Advisor most likely to
go into Ebaugh's," and the Betas,

Lyn spends a good deal of her
time up where this picture was
snapped. If you look closely at the
background you will see swirls of
low flying nimbocumulus cloudsindicative of an altitude comparable
to that of the fourth floor of Talbot,
where reside the inner sanctums of
the Campus and Denisonian officers.
Lyn is associate editor of the former,
feature editor of the latter, and a

hard worker on both. Or she might
be at the library, pulling down
Dean's List grades. Or at a Pi Delta
Epsilon or Crossed Keys meetingshe's been tapped for both. All of
which leads one to wonder where
she gets all her energy. Funny
thing is, Lyn doesn't worry about
such trivialities.
She just goes ahead and does
things.

By BOB CLIFFORD
I almost ignored a wreath on a door;
Could death be the proper reason?
The snow in my hair, the cold in the air;
Of course, this was the Christmas season.
Before chanced more, someone opened the door,
And I entered a small, humble flat.
By a Christmas tree, waiting patiently,
A ragged urchin sat.
/
One among many, I asked if there were any
Present that I might give.
"Christmas night is here, be of good cheer;
Tonight we want you to live."
Soon I knew that dreams would come true
For the ragged, little urchin by the tree.
The time was near, then it was here;
The best was now to be.
With the opening of each gift, I felt each lift
That the urchin experienced himself.
He probably thought each gift was brought
By some kindly Santa Claus elf.
Maybe he knew to his mother 'twas due;
Her love and devotion I could feel.
I can't express the tenderness
A maternal love can reveal.
The wealthiest guy I'm sure could not buy
Happiness such as this.
To best convey, let me just say
The emotion in her kiss.
As others received, I know they believed
The thoughts of Christmas they shared.
It wasn't the find, but the thought behind;
The thought that someone else cared.
The collection of gifts which brought such lifts
Brought more to my recall.
For the joy in their eyes made me realize
That Christmas is joy for all.

MUMI BEACH

"I Found 'em In My Sister's Drawer."
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RADIO (Cont'd from Page 11)
Company, is a series of 60-minute British drama currently featuring Chaucer's Canterbury Tales. Next on
the bill are plays from Shakespeare and Oscar Wilde.
Denison basketball games, broadcast by Tom Cleary
brings the Big Red cagers right into the boudoirs and
study rooms of basketball fans whether the action takes
place at the Big Warn or away from home. Tom is a
particularly good man for this spot as he's had two
years' experience sports casting on the Ken Mac show
over WCLT, plus helping out in the tower at football
games.
WDUB, like any other infant, has taken a few tumbles in its attempt to stand on its own feet, but considering its age WDUB has progressed remarkably
well. For instance there was the time the U. S. Navy
Show, regularly played at 33Vs rpm, came in on 45.
The bobsters on Campus rang up, raving about the
"new hepster with the voice like Donald Duck" and
"that crazy new song" actually Anchors Aweigh jazzed
up a bit.
Then there was the time the engineer and disc
jockey were arrested by Bill Reese (as a joke). The
duo (not in on the humor) finally prevailed on Mr.
Reese to unlock the handcuffs with the plea "How can
we play from the pokey?" . . . The show must go on.
And finally WDUB's most publicized fox paw, its
broadcasting to Newark. As the profesor asked Ramsdell, "Are they still picking you up in Oklahoma?"
Actually once WDUB was officially on the air, it could
not be picked up beyond Sally Jones's, but during the
test period it once reached Newark. Face it, WDUB
is not going to grow up to be a FCC deliquent.
The arrival of WDUB and its six week growth has
been a considerable financial strain on its family. It
had already swallowed over half the year's DCGA allotment of $800 and will probably consume an additional $2,000 before the year is out. However—
and here the analogy to a real six-week baby differs—
WDUB may soon be self supporting. Advertising may
do it!
If WDUB can manage to become independent and
self-supporting before its one year birthday; if it can
maintain steady and balanced growth; and if it can
remain in the good graces of its benefactors; then
WDUB is a model baby indeed and would deserve
a big birthday party.

'I'm Sorry.

There's No One Registered Here by That Name."
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How the stars
got started

Awtje/fmjs

ANNE J E F F R E Y S dreamed
of being an opera star,
studied long and hard. BOB
S T E R L I N G could have been
a pro athlete, but chose the
long, hard pull of acting.
Both eventually won good
parts on stage, radio, TV.
They met on a TV show...
became Mr. & Mrs. in real
life . . . and "Mr. and Mrs.
Kerby" in TV's brilliant
new "Topper" program!

i CHANGED TO CAMELS YEARS
AGO BECAUSE TO ME THEY TASTE BETTER
AND ARE SO MILD. YOU TRY THEM, TOO/,

SO MANY FRIENDS SMOKE
CAMELS, I TRIED THEM AND FOUND I LIKE
THEM BETTER THAN ANY OTHER CIGARETTE.

-^bf MILDNESS Qhd FLAVOR

Camels
*V^ i '

agree wtff) more people
7X//4/V/ ANY OTHER. CtGAKETTE

Start smoking Camefs yourself!
Smoke only Camels for 30 days and find out why
Camels are first in mildness, flavor and popularity!
See how much pure pleasure a cigarette can give you!

